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ROM the Hack Sew of li nun Tear, 
It may it ſeem io be ineyithd here, 


When half the Nation 188 atm made, 
And to a real Tragedy betray'd ws 

The Time has been, uber e Page? 5 Fame, 
The gen rous Briten for e et came, 
r 
And reconpence with Teari whe Pier Pains : 
Whilſt tott*ring pl and violated Laws 
Warm'd his reſenting Heart in Freedom's Cauſe, 
How was he taught, while other Empires groan, 
To bleſs the firmer Bafis of his own ? 

Poſs we the next Reſlectiom by——nor dare 

To tel our ſelves, we "re alter d as ue are ; 


a3 Our 
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ve Tide of Pity's bot, 
to onſerver engroſs'd 5 _ 
ye no. Tragick 8 
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To learn th* unhappy Lb of Deſpair ; 
Spite of the, Tools of aue deteBled Cheat, 
Can fx eee 

Who WE te 5 Branch our Fortunes 

And Jedrch with Roman Hearts" for Engliſh Good. 
Secure of rd, in ge d tts more 
Curſe "this unkind vad Shore; 

Learn from our aue, Juſt Morals once again, 
Nor in abe farving Miſe toil in vain. - 
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* 
The Curtain alle RY . comes 
forward with Mr. 85 and Ar, ee. 


1 ph more th ſay, 
| There ought to be M Epilogue 
b Play. © 
Are you to » Neu it, K or Mr. Quin? 
The Company expects you ſhould begin : 
They look as if they lung d to be diſmiſs'd ; 
At leaſt I do, Hwy. to be undreſs'd. 
Begin | 
Mr. Quin. Begin' ? hap it your command, T pray ? 
Methinks you give yourſelf- ftrange Airs to-day. 
Mrs, Seymour. Ha ! Airs! dear Surly, Airs didft 
thou reply ? of be 
Thou art a well-bred Ceature, let me die : 
Have you a mind to fink the Play? why do it, 
I care not that ¶ ſnapping her Fingers] d you ſee, 
Pm not the Poet. 


Mr. 


xiv Erxitocy r. 
10. Quin Ne, thank our Stars, i we have may 


a Bard, 
eee male Stor tw the Ford, 
M6 Seymour Hf Se das, hd 0 Sd 
W 
P4 m See n 
W. Egleton. a — n 
tale it; 


1 will you ſpeak it ? 

Wr Seymour. Why, what have 1 with 20 Epi 
Ius 10 dy. 

. ee m ur- te he gee i 

mene Tus hft it then, 
vow and ſwear. 

Bly met where could I pur it I-05 ! in here; 

But hang me, if one fingle Ward 1 know : 

Dear, Mr. Thingum, will you prompt me ? do. 

Hold, how do I begin? Oh! the od Way: 

Ladies, to you our Author truſts his Play: 

He hopes the Cu of the Scenes juſt paſt 

| Gives no Offence to your judiciqus Taſte.:. 

By aged Beaux they mayn t be much approv'd, 


They think they re u er 950 old 10 be belov'd 3. 

But we know ſure, what ſuits our Palates beſt, 
To look for Spring in Autumn is a Jeſt : 

Give me a Touth of Twenty when I wed, 

I hate Memento Mori in my Bed. 

Our Heroine, you ſee, preferr'd the Prince, 

ET eee OI. 
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 EriLoGvus. 

The King had Honours in his Gift, and Gold 
The King was Lord of all—— but he was old: 
But then when all was rug——the duce-was in it, 
She ch d, and bft the dear, the lucky Mime; 
Poor fooliſo Girl, thus only to miſcarry,», , 

Becauſe the Man fbe ld ſhe could metro marry : 
Had ſbe been Engliſh, ſbe d have learnt the Art 
To gratify her Pride: e eaſe her Heart. 
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veg . e 
MEN. 
Selewcus, King of Syria. Mr. Quin. 
Antiochus, his Son. Mr. Ryan. FP 


Arſaces, a Prince of a Nei ghbouring 
HY F — Antiochus. 5 [3 Mr. Egleton. 
icanor, a n, formerly the 
oxen" , * Nur Boheme. 


Cleartes, his Creature. | Mr. Digg. 
w © ME: N. : 4 

Stratonice, the Bride of 8 . 

Semandra, his Daughter. 2 Spiller. 

yu Gulick. 


_—_ Attendant on Frauen, 


Guards, . 
SCENE, che Cour of Selevcus in Aurioch. 


ANTIOCHU S: 


A: | 
Abb d K cd 


ACT L SCENE I. 
Nicanor and Cleartes. 


OY! didſt thou ſay a Day of 
gen' ral Joy ? 
No, no, Clzartes, you and I, my 
>» Friend, 
Are Strangers to the Triumph. 
„„ Trans; _ = 
Is happy to his urmoſt Stretch of Hope) 
This. Day ſurrenders to * eager Arms * 
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The dear Expence of many a thouſand Sighs, 
And all the 'Tortures of impatient Love: 
And (as each Star was brib'd to do him pleaſure) 
Glory's his Vaſlal, and Succeſs his Slave; 
War's happy Laurels with the Myrtle twin'd, 
In ſuch abundance grace his ample Brow, 
That e'en, if poſſible, his very Tranſports 
Awhile are loſt by crowding on too faſt. 
- Clear. But by whoſe Arm were thoſe Atchieve- 
ments wrought, 
That add theſe Laurels to his Father's Pomp? 
Antiochus —— _ 
Nican. Yes, yes, ye Gods, I thank ye 5 
*Tis he, the Rival Boy whoſe ſtripling Fame 
Will, in a ſenſeleſs, partial, fawning Court, 
Throw my as-well experienc'd Merit out 
To worſe than Envy, to accurs'd Oblivion. 
Thou knowꝰſt I was the General — but no tnore, 
I've other Wounds ; paſt Injuries are loſt 
In th* Apprehenſion of far worſe to come: 
Thou ſay*ſt the Prince Arſaces, as in Friendſhip, 
Brother in Arms, and Partner in the War, 
Comes with Amtiechus, to claim, O-Hell ! 
For his vain Services no mean Reward, 
The richeſt faireſt Gem our Empire holds; 
Semandra—there—— 87 
Clear. Nay, now indeed I blame you: 
Is that a Wound that's worthy a Complainr, 
A Sigh, a Moment's 'Torture from my Friend ? 
Would Great Nicanor like Nicanor act, 
Quick from his Thought the Trifle is eras'd, 
And the inglorious Ruin charms no more. 
Nican. Reproach me, do; true, thou mayſt make 
me bluſh, 2 
With Shame confeſs, but not amend my Crime : 
An Age of honeſt Service ill repaid, . * 
My Fame o erthrowu, caſhier'd from my 3 
. 
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Why doſt thou think I ſtoop'd to this Diſgrace, 
And bent my ſtubborn Soul to be as mean 
As Fortune was ungratetul > Why, for her; 
Each Moment that her Beauties roſe to Thought, 
Each Moment more and-more I was a Slave, 
Diſgrace was no Diſgrace, her Father's Frowns 
Eſteem'd as Honours, fo I liv'd but near her: 
But what is all this wretched Pleaſure now ? 
What has my double Servitude done for me? 
I tawn'd, I won on the believing King 
To keep me Partner in his Councils {till ; 
Still I beheld the Royal Charmer's Eyes, 
Still I work'd on againſt oppoſing Fate, 
But ſtill Deſtruction came: Behol th' Event ! 
(Kar. Then like yourſelf reſolve upon the Cure. 
Nican. What Cure but Vengeance ? 
Clear. Level'd againſt whom ? 
Nican. All, all that are my Foes. | 
Clear. Excepting her | 
Thar holds your 3 has ſhe recgiv'd your Vows? 
Nicas. Love, ever anxious, ever under awe, 
Struggling to plead, yet ſearful to offend, 
Bad me conceal, what by Concealment burns 
Wich heighten'd Fury. Fair Semandra knows not, 
But thro the dumb Deyotion of my Eyes, 
The Heart that throbs with Love, and pants for her. 
Clear. If hitherto unſafe, it will be far * 
More dang 'rons to divulge the Secret now. 
_ h6u know 'ſt, Cleartes, with what open 
Al 
[ lean upon thy Friendſhip ; e'er an Hour, 
Thou ſhalt partake each Counſel of my Soul, 
And ſuch, I may depend on't, thou'lt believe 
Worthy myſelf to form, and thee to ſhare. 
But ſee oux Monarch's ne w- eſpous' d Stratonice 
Bends this way, but methinks with ſuch & Mein, 
So penſive, with ſuch Looks of ill-tim'd Grief, 
0 * That 
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That one would ſwear, whilſt Nature rather ought 
In artleſs, Traytor Bluſhes to betray 
How the Soul glow'd for unexperienc'd Joys, 
Love's promis'd Scene, a Husband's firſt Embrace, 
She mourn'd a Husband's Loſs—But ſhe is here: 
My preſent Plan of Miſchief calls us hence. 
[Exit Nic. and Clear. 


Enter Stratonice and Imene. 


Strat. How ill this flatt ring Pageantry becomes 
A Heart ſo long familiar with Deſpair ! 
Oh glorious Badges of ſevereſt Woe ! 
In Ruin rich, induſtriouſiy cruel, 
To feed my Frenzy with your glitt'ring Horrors, 
And tell me I am wedded to a Crown: 
Fatal Aſcent ! for ever loſt Stratonice ! a 
Ine. Madam, reſtrain this Mutiny of Grief, 
On ſuch a Day, when Great Seleucus bids 
One loud continu'd I- Pæan riſe, 
Waft to the Sky th* Abundance of his Bliſs, 
And ſums rhe Centre of thar Bliſs in you ; - 
Oh do not with this envious Burſt of Tears 
Delude the gen'ral Joy, delude a King 
'That loves to ſuch Exceſs. | 
Strat. Peace! wherefore would*ſt thou tell 
The Bankrupt Wretch his Miſeries are more 
Than yet he apprehends ? But I, alas 
Am ſure acquainted with the Height of mine: 
'F _ lay it the King nay more Oh mercileſs 
Fate! 
For he demands a nearer Title now, 
My Husband loves me: Is there aught the Powers 
In fuller Rigour could have doom'd their Slave, 
Than what I ſuffer now ? This guilty Hand 
Has wrong d the expecting King, undone myſelf: 
I gare this Hand in Promiſe of ſuch Joys 5 
| 9 8 


- 


22 02222-2288 


y iy 


ANTIOCHU 9g: 5 
As he ſhall never, never reap from me; 
The Compa&'s void, my Heart declares it void. 
Ine. If this Averſion was at firſt conceiv d, 
Why did you not long, long e er this oppoſe 
What now you mourn too late ? 
Strat. I know not why, 
But that it was decreed I ſhould be wretched : 
I was in league with Fate againſt myſelf, 
I knew my Father ſent me to this Court 
To knit the Bands of their Alliance more 
By ſuch a Marriage; yet I knew withall, 
Tho Duty urg'd the hard Injunction much, 
And Diſobedience aw'd me with a Curſe, 
Diſintereſted Love rejected all, 
Look'd down on Empire with a pitying Scorn, 
And ſhew'd me Crowns and Diadems were there, 
Where Paſſions blended, and Souls met each other. 
Then why, Imene, why am I indeed - © 
This very Wretch I dreaded to be made, 
This Royal Victim, voluntary Slave 
To painful Greatneſs and deteſted Nuptials ? _ 
Oh I could tell thee, but the Gods forbid 
A Thought ſo inconſiſtent with itſelf, 
A Thought fo fraught with Dread, and big with 
uilt, 
Should be unfolded now. 
Ime. It cannot be: | 
The chaſte Stratonice can ne er have Thoughts, 
But may be truſted to Imene's Ear. 
Strat. What truſt it to another! tis too much 
That to myſelf tis known. Oh Virtue ! why 
Do I allow it known, when doing ſo 
I authorize the Crime, and blindly give 
More looſe to the invading Ruin till ? 
Ine. Now on my Knees I do requeſt you tell me. 
Strat. Did'ſt thou not call me Chaſte? And 
Heay'n deſert me | | 
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When moſt I need its Aid, if e' er my Soul 
Repines at Years of Tortures, be their Edge 
Sharp as the furious Pangs that rend me now, 
To keep inviolate that ſacred Name. | 
Rage on, ye burning Devaſtations, rage; 
Tis juſt you point your venom'd Stings on her, 
That gave your foſter d Miſchiefs Harbour firſt. 
Ime. Madam, you rave. ' re el 
Strat. And it is fit I ſhould; 
Can Hurricanes deſcend, and Seas be calm ? 
Can pinching Hunger feed on Golden Dreams ? 
Can fierce Convulſions ſhake the fev*riſh Frame, 
And Reaſon keep its Empire o'er the Mind? 
Can Miſery ceaſe to mourn, and Bondage ſmile ? 
Can Love But what have I to do with Love? 
Oh Horror! and yet Æina's Fires are cold, 
Its Terrors rrifling to the Sulphur here: | 
Oh Gods the Pain ! Oh full Extent of Madneſs ! 
Wild Contradi&ion ! languiſh for a Curſe, 
And pine for what I wiſh not to enjoy. 
Ime. Alas you think not on the dire Event ; 


"Think not, whilſt thus you waſte your gloomy 


Hours, ; 

How much the King upbraids your tardy Love, 
And wonders at your Abſence; nay, when more 
Than double Triumphs pierce the echoing Dome, 
To hail the Fortune his returning Son 
Brings on his Victor Sword: for now, ev'n now, 
The News is brought of his Approach. 

Strat. Then all is oer: | 
Fate has at laſt been kind, .I and my Woes 


Are ended now at once. [ Faint. 
Ine. Good Heaven, in pity | 

Diſperſe theſe Sorrows that o'erpow'r her Senſes : 

Yet there is Hope, returning Spirits ſwell 

Her. heaving Breaſt, and ſpeak recover'd Life. 


How fare ycu ? 


Strat. 
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Strat. Thou haſt ſeen a ſupple Plant, 
The poor r inſulted Mark of many a Storm, 
That bends to ev'ry Blaſt, as thinking each 
To be its laſt, yet ſtill revives to more 
Thou ſee ſt thy Miſtreſs now, juſt ſo is ſhe, 
A fickly Being, _ the —=_ of Fate, 


To ſhake wi ry Buffer of its Rage, 
Unfit to 1 — > forbid to die. a 
3 » diſguiſe your Griefs; the King i — 
re. 
Enter the King. 


King. Who have their Griefs > whoſe Tears are 
treaſur'd up 

To flow within — Court, upon a Day 
Sacred — oy, Stratonice, _ Love ? 1 
While eons revel, and partake my Trium 
Who talks 1 dying? What our Veen! — 
Vaniſh theſe IJhoughts, live, and enjoy an Empire 
That ſtretches wide as the victorious Arms 
Of my Antiochus extend their Terrors: 
Live, and enjoy thoſe Laurels that a Son, „ 
So rich in gallant Deeds, and ſtrong in Fame, 
Plucks "hu the Pride of Via Rory for you. 

Strat, Oh Miſery ! Miſery ! what can I reply ! 
— his Ignorance inflames the Wound 

ondne ſtrives to cure: Great Gods, my 
ä © Agonies! 

He thinks to charm me with the Godlike Worth 
Of his Illuſtrious Son, unknowing yet, 
To all our Ruins, I am charm d too — 4 % 

King. Nay, I muſt charge thee with Unkind- 

neſs now ; 

Are theſe the 'Tranſports of a Bridal Day ? 
This the vaſt Harveſt of luxuriant Raptures, 


Love flatter'd me to hope without Alloy ? 


Was 


/ 
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Was there a Wiſh, ſince firſt thy Beauties drew me, 
Since firſt my willing Soul put on your Chains, 
My Fancy ever form'd, but thou waſt there 
A Part, or rather all > Ungenerous Mourner ! 
Like Men that follow Glory in a Dream, 
And loſe their Idol. whilſt they ſtretch to graſp it, Bl 
Am I at laſt, by having all i wiſh'd N 
So near within my power, the more deceiv d, F. 
And further from the ſweet Poſſeſſion ſtill? 4; 

Strat, T own, my Lord, with Juſtice you condemn MW 
A Wretch that ſtands already ſelf-condemn'd : 
Whence, think you, flow theſe Tears? they flow 

for you : . | If 
What are theſe Griefs but your Avengers all ? W 
- King. Confuſion! fall theſe Tears on my account? 
What haſt thou done to urge Revenge from me ? 

Myſterious Frenzy ] from a Heart that beats 
With eager Longings, and o'erflows with Fondneſs? W. 
But wherefore do I liſten to Deſtruction? 
Why do I give theſe mimick Terrors way? 
There's not a Sound malevolent to Love 
My Coward Fears ſhall henceforth dare admit: 
Nay, ſhould it come from thee, Suſpicioff hence, 
And haunt the black caballing 'Traytor's Breaſt, 
Or be the Murth'rer's Curſe, my Bride and I 
Be Strangers to thy Poiſon. Come, my Stratonice, 
Enough thy Virgin Doubts have paid the Debt 
'That Modeſty demands, Love ſummons now. 

Strat. Muſt I diſſemble? Oh ye Gods forgive 
The Fraud your matchleſs Tyrannies require. (Aid. 
Excuſe theſe Struggles of my Maiden Pride; 
Lou ſay that Duty claims me, take me hence, 
Bear me away, and hide me from myſelf, 
For I confeſs I love, to Madneſs love. 

King. Oh — Amends for Ages of Deſpair ! 
Muſick to lift the Soul beyond a Power 
Of bearing the Delight ! Thus, thus, my Que, 
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I take the Earneſt of my future Joys; 

Look down, ye Gods, and envy happier Man 

Your own fair Gifts, whilſt thus Seleucus thanks ye. 
Strat. Lo what am I arriv'd ? | Moſt monſtrous 

Practice £ 

Blind in his Hopes, he credits what he wiſhes, 

Nor ſees the lurking: Ill; whilſt pleaſing. Guile 

Flatters the Father I adore the Son. 

Antiochus——Hell ! laſh my tortur'd Senſes" 

With any Thought bur that, and I'll be happy yet. 

Aide. 
ö King. Oh charming Proof of Innocence and Lore! 
| find thy anxious Boſom labours yet 
With the becoming, Strite. 


| Enter Clearres. 


? Welcome, Cleartes, 
Thy Looks ſeem fAuſh'd wich * important 
News, 
And ſuch as may . © Welcome too: 


I gueſs y Meſlage ; of our Son ? 4 
| ow, Hint 


Who comes in Perſon to confirm the: F ortune 
Fame gave imperfect to our Hopes before; 
„ A ſhort Hour's March will give him to your Arms. 
King. This is indeed to 2 the Smiles of For- 
tune, 
: When all her laviſh Good pours in ſo faſt, 
je. As if induſtrious to prevent the Crime 
Of wiſhing half her unexpected Bounty. 
Heav'ns ſuch a Day ! that ev'n my Minutes teem 
With Joys too mighty for anocher's Year ; 
Where-e'er I turn my Eyes, they feaſt on Raptures, 
Fratonice attracts their gladden'd Rays; 
3 er my Thought ſoar boundleſs \Raprures 
n, ill 
I c Form 
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Form the luxurious Scene, and draw them in. 
rat. Why feel not I ſuch guiltleſs Raptures too? 
No, no, my Heart's my Enemy, myſelt 
My own fevereſt Curſe ; I am all one Cloud 
Ot Darkneſs and Deſpair. [Afide, 
King. Oltartes, go, "is 
Let Triumph ſwell its Note yet loader ſtill ; 
We taz our whole Dominions to diſcha 
Our Gratitude to Heav'n: fearch every Look, 
Who dare to ſhew a gloomy Face rebel, 
Whoſe Brows contemptuous frown, they frown 
their laſt, 3 
Since I'm their Monarch, and my Debt is theirs. 
But whilſt we loiter, we ourfelves-are guilty, 
And loſe th* Enjoyment of thoſe Gifts we praiſe : 
Come, my Stratonice, the publick Joys 
Will not allow a Moment's Abſence more, 
'This Day the Pride and Luxury of Empire 
Is all prepar*d to charm thee from thy Fears, 
Sooth thee to Bliſs, and faſhion thee to Love. 
Strat. Such we rar br lhe others prove, 


© 


Bliſs of a different Kind my Miſeries pve, 
For Purple Robes a wer and for 1 
a Grave. ; 
[Exeunt, 
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ACT IL SdENE T 


* 


King and Nicanot. © 


Nay chy falſe Report, thou wrong l 
my Son. 7 
To all a Father's Fondneſs this Re- 


turn? 
What ſhun us, beg permiſſion to abſent, 
Retire unſeen, nor taint the gen ral Jay? 
What! when he knew the very Source of Joy 
Is dead by this Reply ? that ev'n our Bride 
With all the tempting Warmth of Youth and Love; 
With all the Richneſs of untaſted Charms, 
Scarce keeps Deſire alive? | 
Nican. He feign'd indeed 
Indiſpoſition as from long Fatigues, 
Heav'n grant the Cauſe no worle. 
King. Nicanor, peace | 
 Nicax.. Nour Majeſty commands, and I have done: 


.. | 
8 4 King. 


King. 
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King. Ay, by that thou would'ſt ſuggeſt tis hard, 
This Sickneſs could not chuſe another Day, 
Times leſs ſuſpicious : but thou ſay'ſt he pleads 
A real Sickneſs ; why, it may be ſo, 
It muſt : I would not, to preſerve my Crown, 
Miſtruſt another Cauſe. . I know him Loyal, 
And wrong myſelf to _ the Mind I form'd 
The Copy of. my own; I gave the Steps» . 
That led to Glory, he l u'd the Track, 
And with as ſure Succeſs repaid m Care: 
To crown the whole, ſurvey his preſent Conqueſt; 
Thrice has the ſtouteſt Captain of our Age 
Attack d our Frontiers, thrice been beaten back, 
And · taught to curſe a beardleſs Victor's Sword. 
© . Nican. And I have equal cauſe to curſe 
it too; 
But I muſt ſtifle my reſenting Choler, Afide. 
And praiſe the Virtue I have ſworn to 
ruin. 0 

Periſh that canker d Tongue that dares c 
The Merit of thoſe Deeds th? atteſting World 
With Dread commends, as it foreſaw- owl 
A ſecond Alexander's Soul transfus d, | 
Its ſecond Conquelt, and its furure Lord; 
You gave his Breaſt theſe Ardours of Ambizion, 
Ambition is a Soldier's 'Thirft for Power, . 
Wbat then? too nobly has your en'rous don . 
Approv d his Duty, to alarm Suſpicion? 
Or Signs of Diſaffection ſtrong as 1 -— wands 
In any other Prince, that, ſtood: like him 
The Heir to tempting: Sway and promis'd Cee, 
Leſs lov'd, or lelb s deſerbitig, Fi her's FROS, 
Might intimate beware. F 5 

King. Furies and Madneſs! 3 * 
Where tend theſe racking, deuble-meaning Sounds? 
Equivocating Torturer . 51 ſwear 2285 
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Thou art a Traytor; Envy and Revenge 
Thus prompt thy Rancour. 
Nican. Does Nicanor live 
Thus to be branded? No, was I a Traytor, 
] had not given you grounds to call me ſo; 
I might have check'd this ill-requited Zeal, 
Stifled theſe Fears of Loyalty, and let 8 
The 88 Danger, undetected, ſleep: 
Yet, fearleſs of your Rage, I'll dare to ſerve you: 
A Father's Fondneſs ſees not through the Eye 
Of ſearching Policy the Son's Diſeaſe ; X 
If he is ſick, he's ſick of Diſcontent, ; 
Perhaps his tow'ring Genius brooks but il! 
Your ſecond Marriage, as his jealous Pride, | 
From a new Line of rival Kindred, dreads 
A future Bar to his ambitious Hopes : 
He had the ſole Inheritance in view, 
So fair a Proſpect may ſeem leſſen d now, 
And they may claim a Dividend of Empire. 
King. v0 - 45 thy ſubtle: Michief-ſearching 
Bin FE EF 
What ſots tee on to play this Sorcery here? 
Take this thy-ill-feign'd Honeſty's Reward, 
When next thy ſaucy treaſonable Zeal 
Shall dare approach us with its poiſonous Taint, 
Thy forfeit Head ſhall feel its firſt Effects. 
| ah Se | [Exit King. 
Nican. Quick-ſighted as you are, you ſhall not 
thus | 
Eſcape my Snare ; theſe Menaces but whet 
Ingenious Malice to a ſure Diſpatch, 
As Inſults o'er a Coward give him Soul * 
To act the Vengeance they would ſeem to ſcorn, }, 


Enter 


— — 
—— — 


Betray a Weakneſs, whilſt my Tongue relates 


\ 
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Enter Cleartes. 


Cleartes ! ſo, whence came you? 
Clear. From a Sight, 5 
That makes e en Hatred mourn the Woes it 
wiſh di 4 | 
They, who have Wrongs, are fully now reveng d, 
Without their Guilt: your Pardon, if my Eyes 


The Horrors they have witneſs d, when inſtead 
Of a triumphant — — they ſaw 
Conqueſt in Tea Triumph in Deſpair, 
The eager Love of an adoring Court 
Paid to à gallant, young, victorious Prince, 
In penſive Looks, and Hearts that ſtroye to ſhew 
The greateſt Duty by the deepeſt Grief; 
But then the Prince himſelf— 
Nican. I gueſs thy Tale. 1 1 
| Char. A Cha ſudden, a Diſeaſe ſo fierce, I. 
That works with ſuch a dangerous Diſpatch, T 
Yet baffles all the niceſt Search of Att, P 
ſee, the S. 
Friendſhip p 17 215 SI 
T 
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And keeps its Source unknown! 

Of young Arſaces pleads with moſt Succeſs ; 

For him alone, Autiochus allows 

His Pangs an Eaſe he grudges while he grants, 

As Death were all his Choice, and each loſt Mo- 
ment 1 

He gives to Comfort's Voice, with ſad Regtet 

He ſteals from Griefs he wiſh'd to cheniſn an, 

And puts his courted Fate the longer off. 
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Enter Antiochus and Arleces. 


Ant. My gallant Friend. 
What will this cruel Kindneſs never ceaſe ? 
Still will thy laviſh Heart upbraid a Wretch, 
With ecting Views of what he owes, 
By giving on to ſwell the vaſt Account? 
I do thy Virtues wrong, to ke 2 
To one Whoſe Soul is from — — cad 
To every future Call of Fame, or Thee. 
Let War' h Muſick animate the Brave, 
With Notes of Glory charm the Martial Ear, 
Antiochus is deaf; let Tyrant's Arms 
Enſlave the plunder'd Globe; it roms in vain : 
My Sword is drawn no more to {et it free. | 
Arſa. Now, by a. Soldier's Pride, I will not 
hear fe 
This unbecoming Lethargy of Thodght : 
Let Coward Agues, and Diſmay attend | 
The Standards of the Beaten; let Lyfmachus, 
Preſſing. his — Couch in ſhiv'ring Fits, 
Surrey the Scandal of his late Defeat; 
Shall you make up his Loſs ? againſt himſelf 
The Victor lend an Arm? Alas! my Friend, 
This Malady infects not you alone, 
'Tis not a ſingle Life you throw away; 5 
The — — when their Fountains die, 
Your mould'ring Troops admit the ſame Diſeaſe, 
And ſicken with their Leader. 
Ant, Oh Avrſaces ! 
Give me another Heart, I'Il hear thee on, 
Make me but what I was, when yeſter Sun 
Play'd on my burniſh'd Helm, and by the Gods, 
Warm'd for a ſecond Field of bloody Laurels, 
Glory again uſurps my ſwelling Thoughts; f 
' gain 


16 — 


Again the proud Lyſmachus ſhall ſhake, 
— curſe the qui rous Tye that leagues againſt 


him 


| Confederate Souls like ours: This might haye 


been, 
Had Heaven revers'd the Order of the Year, 
And from its Round expung'd this fatal Day, 
This Day, that led my — Zeal to Court, 


Firſt taught me what , by heaping on 
me 
All its ſevere Variety at-once. 
Nican. Cleartes, *tis as 1 Suſpi picions · 
thought, 
His 1 his Words all ſhew he 4 is Pride-Y Aide. 
ICK 5 "oy 
The 3 * „e is the Son's 2 
3 ea 
M Lord the Queen proaches. 
| — Lightning * 


Wanted there ts ye — to damn me more? 
Arſoces, come, I muſt, I will avoid her. 


Emer 1 


Strat. The Prince! Deſtruction ſurely guides 
my Steps. 

I am betray d, Oh charming ! dangerous Guilt ! 
Abandon'd  Wonſhn ! whither ſtray thy Thoughts? 
See, ſee, the Prince avoids thee, loaths thy Sight, 
Return the Inſult, and repay his Hate; 
Secure thy Fame, and fly thy Virtue's Bane . 

Ant. r ee roots me here! by all the 

An 
Her Eyes ſtrike through and through my burning 
Soul, 


I have no power to move, my Coward Limbs 
Deſert 


my 22 —— — @OUoIy A wot 1 


2 
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Deſert me with my Heart; as when in Dreams, 
Tho Dangers in their utmoſt Horrors glare, 
And ſhew the tortur'd Sleeper no Releaſe, 

But Flight; nor Flight avails, in vain he plyes 
His Feet to wing him off, his Feet ſtand ſtill, 

Or meaſure back their Steps, till in the Jaws 
Ot Fata the Wretch is loſt. Diſtraction! Devils! 
Strat. You ſeem diſorder'd, Sir: I fear, alas | 

My Preſence gives you Pain. v ; 
Ant. It does, it does : 
Yet ſtay, your Abſence now would give me more. 
Methinks I feign would tell you—but no matter, 
Why ſhould I feaſt you with a Tale of Woe, 
Furniſh with new Delights your greedy Hatred, 
And make the — of my Pains aſſiſt 
The barb'rous Pleaſures of this Nuptial 2 
Strat. Ay, there's the ſecret Source of your 


You cannot brook the Happineſs I boaſt, 
When I declare myſelf your Father's Bride. 
Ant, Do _ then think the Happineſs ſo great? 
Strat. It ſeems you doubt it, judge the Task 
too hard 
For the warm Wiſhes of a youthful Queen 
To be refign'd to Duty, meer content - 
The cold Careſſes of a hoary Lord: 
Bur know you do me wrong; Seleucus, ſpite 
Of all the Diſadvantages of Age, 
Wears every Charm to bleſs my utmoſt Wiſh, 
And would have nothing wanting to preſerve 
An everlaſting Harmony of Joys, | 
Wanted he yet a Son. 
Ant. And am I then 
So very hateful to you? 
Strat. "Tis my Pride | 
To tell you that you * as tis my Care 


To 


I 
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To force yap to believe it. 

Ant. Triumph, do, | 
Barb'rous Inſulter | Oh that half the Pride 
That nurſes this Averſion in your Soul, 

Would lend Revenge to me! and teach my Heart 
To meet regardleſs this avow d Contempt id 
To do its Wrongs full Juſtice on your Scorn, 
And brave your Hatred ys | 

Strat. No, you need it not; Nel 

Of Hatred you already have enough; 

Go on, it ſhews the Hero I approve, 

T' encounter my Diſdain, and match my Pride: 
Farewell, brave Prince, enhance my Pleaſure ſtill, 
Believe me ſtill thy Foe, believe the worſt 
That can provake your Hate; then bleſs Stratonice 
With a Return as haughty as you pleaſe. 
Nicanor, wait me to the King. 
| [ Exeunt Strat. and Nic. 


Arſa. She's gone 
Ant. Say 'ſt thou ſhe's gone? Oh! no, ſhe ſtill 
is here; | | 
Her laſt harſh Accents ſtill breathe Eate before me, 
Abſent ſhe haunts me more : this T'yrant Mother 
In every Object, and in every Thought, 
Preys on my poiſon'd Heart ; and yet methinks 
I do her Juſtice wrong : She bids me hate, 
Yes, my Arſaces, thou didſt hear her give 
The cruel kind Ammand but Oh the Power! 
Not multiply'd Affronts, not all the Pangs, 
Not the worſt Tortures of the worſt Diſeaſe, 
The Curſe of hopeleſs Love, can in the leaſt 
Give to thy ruin'd Friend. © SEEN 
 Arſa. Why name you Love? 


Ant. Why does the ſhipwreck'd Sailor blame the 


Skies, 
The high ſwoln Sea, and inauſpicious Wind, 


But 


rer 
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But that a watry Grave each moment gapes 


To take the Daſtard in? Alas, Arſaces, 
Like _ I'm ſhipwreck'd, bulge again the 


And ſink with all the Billows of Deſpair i” \ 
But Oh my Storm is Love. 
Arſa. Amazement | Sure 
You curſe yourſelf with voluntary Pains 3 
Love and r affli& Plebeian Souls, 
Enjoyment — to meet each Wiſh you "InP : 
Is there a Beauty in your Father's l 
That with a matchleſs Excellence provokes 
The Women's Envy and the Men's Deſire, 
Sleucus' Heir can languifh for in vain ? 
Ant. Yes, yes, there is : the Furies never ours! 
A Flame ſo fierce as acts its Ravage _ * 
What have I ſaid > I have laid open all 
This Myſtery of Darkneſs and Deſpair 3: 5 
Gods! let me ſtill deſpair, tis all my Comfore 0 
Could I be once ſo wretched as to hope 
For the Fruition of my impious Love, 


Damnation were a Puniſhment too light. | 
 Arſa. Heav'ns! can 1 think he intimates the 
Queen ? 


_— s he that dares believe we do aban- 
To think the ueen, m F er's Wife, has 
Chaems | Y l * 59 „ 10 
For any but my Father, leaſt of all | 
His Son? And yet, Oh ye infernal Judges | 1 
The proud Heion woo?d the * Wike of Jose: 
Unfix the daring Mortal from the Wheel, 

I have dar'd equal Crimes, let me relieve 

The tortur'd Criminal, — take my Round, 

My 10. 12 Age of equal Vengeance too. 


D 2 Arſa. 
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4 Fortures and Vengeance by e of 

ar | 

I do adjure you, force not my big Soul 

Thus to diſgrace its Friendſhip in a Flood” 

Of female: ;Sotrfjeſs- and enerrate Pity. 

Have you Deſires that unaccompliſh'd raiſe ö 

This Hurricane of Rage and Height of- Frenzy, 

Name them, Axſaces lends a willing Arm 

To give yoy-wiſh'd Enjoyment: Think, Oh think, 

My Boſom feels the Taint, to ſee in this 

Degenerate Plight of impotent Complainings, 

The Friend, the Soldier, and the Captain loſt, 
Ant. Ay, as thou ſay'ſt, tis impotent indeed: 

So loſt, ſo poor of Spirit, fo accurs d. 

Is he that was Antiochus,: that was | 

The Hope of Empire, and what moſt my” Soul 

Confeſs d its Pride, the brave Arſaces' Friend; 


That, Woman: like, he ſinks his Heart in Griefs 


He dares not hope to end, but with himſelf. 
 Arſa. My Friend; I would not for the Bribe of 
Empires 1 


There livd another ——— vi bez = 


Ant. Fruitleſs Caution! 

Be it my Crime's full Puniſhment to glar 
In open Day, and give the babbling — 
— for their darling Theme ef Scandal: 

Let them aflaultgae with the rankeſt Gall. 
Of juſt Abhorrere, and deſery'd Reproach ; 
Let thi recording Antials hand me down! - 
(Should future Ages need the dire Example) 
The blackeſt Pattetn of the blacteſt Guilt. 
But wheretore do I uſe this Stick Aid. 
Preach o 4 the FT; which Hondur _ me 

cha B 

To fiercer Smarts and: ravated Frenzy | 
And now, methinks, the Fates obey my Wine, 
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The Fever grows upon me, let it grow: 

For Oh each Moment of retarded Life 

Is added Weight of unrepented Crimes : 

Welcome this ſwift Decay of ſick ning Nature; 

My Limbs fink under the prodigious Load 

Ot Horror that I carry in my Breaſt. 

Arſaces, aid me hence; I hope, my Friend, © © 

'Tis the laſt Trouble I ſhall live to give you. 

ArJa. Better the Flower of all your: Army 

mourn d, $4 

In — _ Blood, the — of a Defeat. 

A ſhort Repoſe may give you happier Thoughts. 
Ant. It — 2 or Repal: of Death, | 
Thar can diſperſe this Gloom of baneful Thinking, 

By mixing me with thoſe who think no more. 
Oh Conſcience, Conſcience, what can be thy Balm! 


1 What can atone thy Anguiſb of an Hour ? | 
What Sweets of Empire, or what Waſte of Power? 
of Our idle Grandeur blazes out in vain, © 
The Baits that ſtrive to charm, aſſiſt the Pain; 
Our darling Pleaſures to our Sings are wrought, 
Condemn'd to laſh the Sins by which they're bought : 
Jove, throw the Engines of thy Tortures by, 
The guilty Boſom does them all ſupply. 
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ACT Ill. SCENE I 


- Semandra and Arſaces. 
— His is vo Time, my Lord, for you 


to plead, | 
ep Or me to liſten to a Tale of. Love; 
Now when my moſt unhappy Brother waſtes 
In the laſt Agonies of doubtful Life : 
When all the Strength of Auioch ſhakes in him, 
The Pride of Empire, and the Theme of Fame, 
What can a Siſter's Breaſt admit but Grief ? 
The Tyrant Malay has reach'd his Brain, 
And plays its Ravage in the Seat of Reaſon ; 
Wildneſs of Looks, ah incaberent Chain 
Of Words reſulting from ſome black Ideas, 
Speak more and more the Danger of his Sickneſs : 
In vain his mourning Friends requeſt the Cauſe, 
| Regardleſs of a Cure, he lights their Tears, 
And laughs at his Phyſician's baffled Skill, 


Arſa. 
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Arſa. Think not, my Fair, yourBrother's threat- 
ned Fate 


Alarms my anxious Boſom leſs than yours ; 
The nobleſt Tye of Friendſhip knits him here, 
As n_ held my Brother as your own : 
But Oh! ſince thus your generous Nature works 
In Pity's tender Task, think, lovely Maid, 
four Lover claims a ſhare ; it is too much, 
Too much to forfeit Love and Friendſhip too. 
Heav'n in compaſſion to the Prince's Virtues, 
To your good Father's, and the People's Prayers, 
May yet relent, and give your — back 
To Life, to Friendſhip, Empire, and Himſelf: 
But where's the Remedy for lighted Love? 
Sem. Why will you triumph o'er a Woman's 
Weakneſs, 
Uſe ill your Conqueſt, and inſult my Bluſhes > 
Already have I own'd how much I held 
Your Merit in eſteem ; yet know, my Lord, 
uv WW Till whiter Hours ſhall juſtify my Conduct, 
lu giving the Reward your Virtue claims, 
You wrong me to upbraid me with a Debt 
Fate wo'not let me pay. | 
Arſa. Mean while, Semandra, 
Whilſt I am only flatter'd with the Pangs 
Of diſtant Hope, and anxious Expectation, 
My Rival riots in the real Joy 
By lawful Foree uſurps thy Virghh Bed. 
Nicanor ! curſe the Stateſman ! could his Wiles 
Shew the ambitious Fiend no other Mark 
To work their ſubtle Ends, but Love muſt bleed, 
And ſever'd Hearts be Victims to his Pride ? 
Km. Ungenerous Treatment! Can you then 
ſuſpect 
Another claims a Share within the Heart 
My artleſs Pity had beſtow d before? 


F 


Do 
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Do you conclude me then ſo looſe of Will, 1 
From my too kind Attention to your own, A 
Each vain Man's Vows may. with the ſame Succeſs, 8 
Gain on my eaſy Faith? Nay more, the Wretch N 
Whoſe very Name is Poiſon to provoke B 
As dire Abhorrence, as his,Love Diſdain. In 
Arſa. J doubt not thee, my Excellence! the 
- -  Snows, H 
When juſt deſcending thro” the purging Air, 
Are rival'd in their Whiteneſs by thy Worth: W 
Yet as I love, I muſt repeat my Fears; Le 
Still do I dread how far he may improve Hi 
His Intereſt with thy Father, ſtill I dread 
Stratonice's Reſentment may extend 
To all whom Friendſhip to your Brother's Cauſe 
Makes criminal to her. 
Sem. Tis ſtrange, the Queen, 
Mild as a Southern Breeze to all beſides, - 
Should treat the Prince alone with ſuch.a Storm 
Of Anger and Averſion: but Arſaces, - 
. 'Thro? every Turn and Hurricane of Fate, 
May claim a Harbour here ; Semandra's Heart 
Is guarded till for You, and You alone. 
Arſa. Oh Extaſy ! low'r on ye Clouds of Dan- 
| er! f | 
This Muſick breaks ye all, and bids my Soul 
Exalted (well with nought but Love and Thee. 
Sem. But let me warn you yet, for all our Safe- 
ries, 
For our own Loves, 'and for my Brother's Fame : 
The King (tho' Father never lov'd a Son 
With greater Fondneſs) by the dang' rous Wiles 
Of tins intriguing Stateſman, is at laſt 
Wrought to believe this Illneſs of his Son 
The Guilt of Diſcontent ; and tho? indeed 
The bare Suggeſtion of a Thought ſo baſe _ 
| Turn'd WM The 


A 
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Turn'd the firſt Efforts of my Father's Rage 

Againſt the Traytor's ſelf: within an Hour, 
Ss well the crafty Villain play'd his Part, 

Not only to his former Height reſtor'd, 

But to accumulated Grace ; he ſtands 

In double Credit with the cheated King: 
t Arſa. Perdition ſink him ! I am loſt again; 

His Riſe is my Deſtruction. 

Sem. See, he comes, | 

With the big Air of moſt aſſur'd Succeſs : 

Leave me, my Lord, to meet him with the Scorri 

His ſawcy Pride and Arrogance deſerve. _ 
[Exit Arſaces. 


Enter Nicanor. 
Nican. Still, Madam, muſt my bleeding Griefs 
complain, 
Thoſe Eyes that ſpread their gentle Luſtre round, 
And vie, with modeſt Charms, Delight to all, 
Are taught the cruel Task to frown on me 2 
If the petition'd Gods will deign to hear . 
The meaneſt that ſhall kneel with honeſt Vows, 
n- WW As you reſemble them in every Power 
Jo fave, or to deſtroy, permit me hope 
That nobleſt ſaving Attribute inſpires 
Redreſs, and Pity to the ſuppliant Wretch, 
fe- Who begs you to accept the Vaſſal Heart 
Your Eyes firſt taught to know the Rage of Love. 
Sem. Such taſtleſs Flatt*ry, Sir, is loſt on me: 
If I am like the Gods, it ſhall be thoſe, _. 
; Whoſe Power of Vengeance glows with ready Bolts, 
To give due Chaſtiſement to him that owns « 
An Arrogance like yours. Preſumptuous Man ! 
Nican. Preſumptuous ! Furies! But I will be 
calm. 


nd The bleſt A. ſaces, 2 n. | 


Sem. 
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Sem. What of him ? 
Nican. He is a valiant Prince, and well deſerpet 
'The Smiles his Hopes receive from her he loves : 
But yet 
Sen. Yer | what? In vain thy ſubtle Spleen 
Would by traducing him exglt thy ſelf 
In competition with a Prince that ſhames, 
By early Progreſs in unmatch'd Exploits, | 
Admiring trembling Worlds and Rival Kings. 
I dare to boaſt it, e en to Envy's Ear, } 
I love the Godlike Youth, I prize a Worth, 
The proud Nicanor can as "ſoon outvie, 4 
As Weeds out- ſhoot the Oak. [Exit Semandra, c 
Nican. Now, but for ſure and meditated Ven- ( 
geance, . 5 
Could my great Spirit be reduc'd to all v 
The infamous Reliefs of Love-ſic ck Fools ; A 
It 
I 
A 
A 
A 


To whine away my Hours in am'rous Plaints, 4 
And ſooth the Pride of a poor gaudy Idol, 
Form'd as an only Puniſhment by Heaven 

For Cowards and for Slaves t What, ſpite of me, 
To hold my rugged Heart! I'll tear it out, 
And throw it for the Food of Dogs and Vulturs, 
Eber Woman, more inſatiate Woman preys 

A Moment longer on the noble Havock. 


Enter Cleartes. | 


Cleartes, thou art come in wiſh*d-for Time, 
To aid thy Friend, and bear me out a Man: 
Aſſiſt me how to radl. 
Clear. Leave that to Women, 
And the brib'd Scandal of a A lervile Prielt; ; 
Nicanor has a Soul 
Nican. But *ris a rotten one, 
There's Woman's Poiſon in it: Wherefore could 
Creating 
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Creating Nature find no other Scheme 
To propagate Man's gen'rous Species here, 
But it muſt ſtand indebted to a Sex 
That's ſure to damn as faſt as it conceives ? 
Clear. My Friend's Reſentments ſpeak the Cauſe 
Semandra. 
Nican. Tortures ! Diſgrace | Deep as in Lethe's 
Waves, 
Die the abhor'd Remembrance of her Beauties ! 
Oh could a forc'd Enjoyment once ſecure me 
A Triumph o'er her Scorn ! 
Clear. You love her ſtill, 
And ſtill you may enjoy your utmoſt Luſt 
Of Vengeance or of kg The King, my Friend, 
(So well your untrac'd Politicks ſucceed) 
Holds you the deareſt in his Favour's Eye ; 
What hinders, but your Intereſt may dem 
Ay boldly as Arſaces ? 
ican. There's yet my Hope: 
If not, liketo the furious King of Winds, 
I'll fummon all my Miſchiefs to a head, | 
And let em looſe at once; the King, his Son, 
Arſaces and Semandra, periſh all, ; 
And then my ſelf in Royal Ruin glorious ! 
Clear. Soften your Rage, ſee there th afflicted 
Prince! 
With what a dire Malignity of Fate 
The Fever tears him up! the tortur'd Lines 
Of his Majeſtick Viſage ſhew his Frenzy 
To all the laſt Extremity of Horror ; 
Tho? to the Spectre of a Man reduc'd, : 
Madneſs ſupplies the Strength that Nature wants, 
By a falſe Vigour aiding to deſtroy g 
The few unwaſted Spirits Life could boaſt, 
And ſpeed him to his End. 


| E 2 N Nican. 


"IT, 
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Nican. Now by my Soul, 
Were I not what I am, a Sight like this 
Would work me to a Weakneſs my Deſigns 
And nobler Plans of Glory now muſt ſcorn. 
Gear. He flies his Couch as twere from Beds 
of Fire, + 
Where all the Furies with their Iron Whips 
Stood laſhing off Repoſe ; from Place to Place 
He ſhifts for Aid, but like the reſtleſs Damn'd 
He finds the laſt uneaſy as the firſt, 
And raves with all the Pains he fled in vain. 


Enter Antiochus. 


Ant. Have then ſo many vulgar Sinners ſunk 
Beneath the Thunder of avenging Gods! 
And am not I, dire Boaſting ! lifted up, 
Or by my Birth, 'or rather by my Crime, 
Of moment full ſufficient to provoke v 
A Fate diſtinguiſh'd from th* ignoble Road 
Of common Deaths, a Bolt of Thunder forg'd 
To ſtrike at me alone? Why muſt I drag 
This Life a Nuſance to th' infected World, 
And its own Hell, till this too mean Diſeaſe 
By flow Advances ſweeps the Venom off? 
EN. | [ Seeing Nican. and Clear. 
Whoſe Inſtruments are you? Who ſet you here 
The Agents of inquiſitive Deſtruction, 
To pry into a Soul that would have room 
To revel on its Tortures unobſerv'd ? 

Nicau. We are the faithful Servants of your 

Will, 85 | | 

Who grieve to ſee our Royal Maſter's Heir 
Loſt to his Sire, his People, and Himſelf. 
Ant. You are a Stateſman ; was it your Advice, 
My Father winter'd o'er with ſixty Years, 


* bs 4 — 


„ 
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Took a fair Lady in her Beauty's Spring, 
And made affronted Hymen light his Torch, 
When the faint Dial of expiring Life 
Prolcaim*d the ſcanty Time it had to burn? 
I've found your Office, Sir, a Pimp of Stare. 
Nican. My Lord, I know not how I have de- 
ſerv'd 
This Treatment. 
Ant. Why, I'll tell thee, for thy Virtues ; 
Come, let me hug thee, by the Beard of Jove, 
I prize a Courtier of a piercing Wit, 
Wo to as many diff 'rent Faculties 
Can skrew his tutor'd Conſcience, and his Soul, 


As a skill'd Wreiller in th* Olympic Games, 


His pliant Limbs to Poſtures of Agility. 
Enter the King. 


HY! who comes here? by all his Wrongs, my 
Father ! 
I know the venerable Face; I'll fly, 
I'll ruſh into his Arms, and ſummon all 
Th' accuſtom'd Fondneſs of his eaſy Heart 
To plead in my behalf; my Crim& my Guilt, 
Shall all be ſtifled in this kind Embrace, 
[The King opens his Arms to embrace him; An- 
tiochus throws himſelf upon the Ground.] 
Or buried here; yawn thou relentleſs Earth, 
And give a Villain ſhelter! Still he views me. 
Are there no Seas will part, no Mountains riſe, 
As everlaſting Barriers to oppoſe 
A Meeting of ſuch Horror ? 
King. Why, my Son ? 
What has thy Father done, or what haſt thou, 
'That we ſhould meet on Terms ſo ſtrange as 


theſe ? f 
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My Arms, in vain, are open to entwing 

My Boſom's Darling, and my Age's Pride : 

Riſe, my Antiochus, and be thy Crimes, 

Which yet are Strangers to thy Father's Ear, 

Bold as the firſt Invaders of the Sky, 

. Forgiving Love accounts them Crimes no more. 
Ant. Ha! whoſe Prerogative do you uſurp ? 

Forgiveneſs! tis not in the Power of Heaven 

To grant, or Wretches like myſelf to hope it. 

Ohl! by the Sternneſs of thy honeſt Looks, 

I know you now, the awful righteous Minos, 

For thy fam'd Equity on Earth, prefer'd 

To be the Judge of guilty Ghoſts below. 

No, thou art Pluto, the laſcivious God, 

That raviſh'd Proſerpine—my Proſerpine ; - 

But give her back again, or—Ha ! ha! ha! 

I laugh to ſee an old Man thus deceiv'd ; 

What feed with Flakes of Ice the Fire of Love? 

But _ not, let me charge thee, come not near 

er; a 


For if thou doſt, ſhe'il thaw thee: Fire and Fu- 


m_—_ 


ries ! 
Ha! is ſhe nog thy Mother! What of that! 
She ſhall forgivE thee, ſway the eaſy King 


To ſeal thy Pardon too, come follow me, 

I'll bring thee to her. Oh my burning Brain! 

| 5 [ Exit Antiochus. 
King. Cleartes, follow, and obſerve him well, 

Leſt this Diſorder of his Brain ſhould urge 

Some frantick Blow of Miſchief on himſelf : 

What can theſe inconſiſtent Words import ? * 

He names his Mother! talks of Crimes and i Let 


Pardon ! | For 
Nican. _ I preſume to ſpeak without Of- Or 
ence, - - „ ; 

Four Majeſty ſhould hear the baneful Cauſe, = 


From 
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From more than flight Suſpicion J have trac d 
The impious Practice of the haughty— 
King. Who? 
Nican. Arſaces. 
King. How! Perdition ! but go on. | 
Nican. Him, I engage my Honour and my 
Faith | 
'To prove a ſecret 'Traytor to our State, 
And Correſpondent with the Publick Foe : 
Th' unhappy Prince came diſcontented home, 
Your Nuptials, as my Fears ſurmiſe, the Cauſo; 
Hence if A. ſaces took the trait'rous Hint, 
T improve the Hears of the reſenting Prince, 


How can it then ſeem ſtrange, that ſtrong Re- 


morſe, X 
Or even Madneſs, ſhould purſue a 'Thought, 
That breeds ſuch Conflicts in a generous Breaſt ? 
A Thought ſo loaded with the firſt great Crime 
Of black Ingratitude, as ſure ir is, 
To wrong th' Indulgence of ſo good a Father. 
King. By all the Tortures that thy Words im- 


b 
I find but nr JOY Reaſon for Belief ; 
But can it be? Too raſhly and too ſoon | 
I'll not condemn him Hell! but he is guilty : 
For our own Safety, and our Realm's Repoſe, 
Confine Arſaces ſtrait, till Time is ripe 
To make thy Proofs a mean while our Son, 


If yet tis in the learn d Phyſician's Art, 


T'e e e to 

e, | 
Let him demand, and Empire's the Reward, 
For his reſtoring Hand ; and then, ye Gods, 
rr ing, 
Or in Seleucus inſtant Death be all 


His guilty Actions unexamin d loſt, | 


Grief 


L 
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Grief will no more: Nicandr, to thy Care 
We truſt our Signet, and with that our Power, 
'To a& as beſt our Grievances require. - 

| [Exit King. 


Ente Cleartes. 


Nic. Cleartes, hadft thou come a Moment ſooner, 
Thou hadſt applauded with atteſting Joy 
The Maſter-piece of Policy; at laſt _ . 
'The King has fwallow'd with a greedy Jaw 
The Bait of his Deſtruction : Mark but this, 
Entruſted to me, with his Empire's Fate. 
Arſaces is the firſt that feels my Power, 
My dreaded Rival, and the Prince's Friend 
Him I remove, this Signet is his Paſſport 
To quick Confinement: Say, what hinders now, 
But every Wiſh of Vengeance, or of Love, 
I may indulge with Riot ? 

Clear. Need we doubt, „ 
But you have Colour ſtrong as Truth itſelf, 
To authorize this Uſage of Arſaces, 
And have him prov'd the Traytor that you wiſh 

him? 2] | 
Nican. I need it not, Fortune herſelf works for 


me, Weil e 
And thou ſhalt ſee thy Friend ſoon lifted up 
Above the Reach of dull enquiring Power: 
The Prince himſelf is haſtning to his End: 
Arſaces, whom I dreaded moſt, debarr'd 
All Poſſibility to check my Schemes: 
The King I've Means to manage as I will, 
"Theſe two Supports, his Son and Friend, lopt off. 
Suppoſe them fruitleſs all, I've Letters now, 
That court me, from Lyfmachus; to mount 
The Throne, his Arms will aid me to uſurp: 
Allow- 
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Allowing that the 'Time too.ſcanty proves 
To ripen my Deſigns, theſe very Letters 
Shall make * Vengeanoe — Arſaces ſure; 
Wl Their Date and Cover to my Purpoſe, 
Lg nfo rig £ yin tb 
Here, here, my Friend, s urffathomable Miſchief, - 
Great Scope for both Ambition and Revenge. 


Let.Guilt'«. RofiafFions Auland Souls ima; 
Give me Succeſs, and N alſobve. 


r 


2 


ACT IV. SCENE I. 


Stratonice and Jmene. 


0 more, Benne, of thy falſe Accounts 
1 Of Virtue, reſcu'd by relenting 


— e pp'd by fame Hand: e 0 unſeen, 

n — ( to extract 

'The.grea bry, and the fulleſt Joy: 

Deſerted Vir s Heaven's R no more, 

And Pity quits at laſts fair A 

Or where was elſe eac rapaſſiſting Power, 

Each faithleſs Star I call'd upon in vain, 

When this poor Breaſt was doom'd to an Aſſault, 

Hell rais'd to bear down all my Guard at once, 

455 1 the mightieſt Powers of tempting Guilt, 
boy my Rebel Self? 

FN Woes — 6 "Oh execrable Doom |! 

Why did I live to ſuch an Hour of Horror? 


Or wheretore do my Fears outlive it now ? 


— 
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Ine. Perhaps it was the Frenzy of the Prince, 


That wronght his erring Tongue to Sounds of 
Love WER 


His calmer Senſe had ſhunn'd as much as yours. 


_ Strat. No, no, that Frenzy is the Guilt of Love, 
The fatal Sallies of an impious Flame: 
Have I not parted from an Interview, 
As dire to Sight, and terrible to Thought, 
As when the Ghoſts of W retches juſt expir d, 
At their Arrival in the Court of Darkneſs, 
With all their Sins about them firſt, ſurve) 
The dooming Looks of Hell's enquiring Tadge ? 
I ſaw the Prince; but Oh! in ſuch Condition, 
To call it Madneſs is a Name too poor : 
I trove to fly him, but I ſtrove in vain ; 
He ſeiz d me, ſwore that he had much to ſay 
Of Moment to us both : He gaz'd upon me - 
With ſuch a Fierceneſs of unjuſt Defire, 
His Eye-Balls blaz'd mixt Gleams of Love and 
AIR. 8 a 
That ſhew'd his Self-Reſentments for the Sin 
Of wiſhing what he was condemn'd to wiſh, 
Yet knew debarr'd for ever and for ever. 
Ime. Heavens how tould you ſupport it? 
Strat. Then henalk'd 
With ſo much Wildneſs; and yet even in that 
Betray'd too fatally the guflty Secret, 
That left a thouſand thouſand rs here: 
Deſpair and Pardon were the dreadful Notes, 
That trembled on his Tongue: with ſhiv*ring Looks, 
And all the Geſtures of tormenting Horror 
I begg'd him to diſmiſs the ſhocking Scene; 
Then, as from Dictates of returning Senſe, 
Strait he reply'd, I will, I will obeys © ©: 
What love my Mother! As the fatal Words 
Struggled their barr d reluctant Paſſage fort; 
F 2 v 1 Such 
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Such dire unheard-of monſtrous Exclamations 
Purſu'd th' infectious Sounds, and rack d his Soy! 
To that ſevere degree, to give them vent 

He ſeem'd to ſend it with them, Down he fell, 
eſs at my Feet : 


Oh Gods! all pale and (| 
With all the Strength of that poor Life was left 


me, | 
I took the gloomy Minute to retire. 
Ine. You left him without Aid, perhaps e'en 
now, 'T 
Oh! dreadful ence of lawleſs Love, 
Worn Lon with Pain and Shame, he breaths his 


Strat. 'Then he is happy, then he raves no more 
With impious ings, and inceſtuous Flames; 
No more he dreads an injur'd Father's Sight, 

Or drinks Deſtruction from a Mother's Eye: 

But what am I? to what am I reſerv'd ? 

To lengthen d Miſery, and continu'd Anguiſh ? 

_— has daſh'd the meaneſt Gl impſe of 
Ope * 

My Wretchedneſs had left ; twas ſome Relief, 

*Midfſt all this War of Guilt yrithin my Heart, 

To think I ſuffer'd in myſelf alone, | 

To think, (Oh ! why fo y have I err'd ?) 

His Hate might be my Cure, it ſhall, it muſt; 

I will unknow the dire diſcover'd 'Truth, 

And till be happy in a falſe Belief. 

Ime. Yet are you ſafe, and ſtill may hope a Cure, 
'The Prince's Paſſion is a Secret yet 
To all the Court beſide ; nor could his Frenzy 
_—_ the Pangs with which you heard his 

ve | | 
To aught but juſt Reſentment and Surprize. 


Srat, Confuſton! Yes, I heard it with Surprize ; 


But he, as mad and frantick as he was, 


igh 
o Might 


t 
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Might find with eaſe, to my eternal Shame, 
It was not the Surptize of virtuous Horror, 
The honeſt Tumult of a guiltleſs Mind: 
I ſhook, I — — twas his Diſeaſe, 
Each Look betray 4 that I was mad ag he; 
And whilſt he 8 the Story of his Woes, 
My Tears inform'd him they were · like my own. 
far Preparation for my Bridal Night ! | 
Now I ſhall carry to ray Husband's Arms 
A ſpotleſs Wife indeed, a modeſt Heart, 
Thit 3 in the Circle of aloath 'd Embrace, 
Pollutes the Raptures thar it feigns to ſhare. 

Ine, Why will you urge yourſelf to theſe Ex- 

tremes ? 
Strat. Why will Fate drive me? Oh! Imene, 
where 
Shall I explore a Shelter for my Name, 
From the upbraiding King, and cenſuring World ? 
—_ Waſtes lie uninhabited, to give 
My Infamy Retreat, and hide my Guilt ? 


N * wo” not be, nay tho new Worlds ariſe, 


To bid me live a you Exile there, 
Myſelf the ſole Inhaly — ta reign, 


Whilſt I 1 928 am t * 40g in vain. | 
[ Exeunt. 


/ Enter Nicanor. 
Nican. At length the ſage Phyſician 'S happier 


Eye 
Has aided — 1 Stateſman's Search, 
And probe d the fatal Truth of this Diſcaſe ; ; 
Momentous black Diſcovery ! in love! 
Tis plain he is; my recolle&ing Thoughts 
Call up a thouſand Symptoms to my View, 
That | nary the Aflertion of tus Guilt ; 8 

ic 


* 
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Which, thro" the Foulneſs of its Name alone, 
Eſcap'd the Danger of my tracing Skill: 
But now I have it, and Fll work it well, 
Nor leave it in the power of Chance or Fate 
To wreſt che mighty Miſchief from my hand; 
Erafiftratus is engag d to | | 

His Art's Succeſ* a Secret, till myſelf 

Have firſt extrcted the Materials fit 

To make my Vengeance perfect at a Blow. 
Ha! here's Arſaces ! his unwelcome Preſence 
Seems to upbraid my dilatory Orders 

For his Cenfinement. 


Enter Arſaces. 


Arſ. Ha! Nicanor here! ; 
There's ſomething in my Natute ſtartles at him, 
With fell Antipathy and mortal Hate. 

Nican. It may be needleſs to inquire the Cauſe, 
Why on Arſaces* Brow ſome mighty Grief 
Low'rs with malignant Gloom, at ſuch a time, 
When the brave Priend, and Partner of his Fame, 
Sinks to his Grave with Maladies unknown, 
And leaves the Promiſe of a glorious Life, + 
So well begun, i' th* Midway-Courſe expir'd. 

Arſ. J have my Griefs, and my Reſentments 

too, a f 
To ſee triumphant Miſchief in thy Dreſs, 
To ſee Ie Courtier Crocodile's Diſguiſe, 
See thy falſe Pity, and diſſembling Tears, 
Inſult the murther d Object of thy Hate. 
Nican. Since thus thy Inſolence provokes the 
Doom, 
That only waited for my Nod before, 
I wo' not play the Crocodile to thee, 
But with th" exerted Privilege of Power, 


* 


Shew 
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thew thee the Error of thy bluſt ring Tongue, 
To ſpend its Folly on a Man that's born 
To teach Submiſſion to thy Raſhneſs thus: 
cure him, Guards, this Signet here declares 
You act in Duty to the King's Co 
Guards ſeize Arſaces. 
Arſ. Confuſion ! Villain, thou bely to the King ; 
l this the Treatment that your Realm affords' . 
To thoſe that are ally d to its Defence? 
Diſhonour ! Unfam PROS here! 
Shall ſhe be _— to her. Lovers Bonds? 
Would thou act nobly with tbe Man thou hate'ſt, 
Would'ſt thou atone thy Baſeneſs, view my 
| Breaſt, 
Heath here thy Sword, and bury my Diſgrace. 
Nican. Lucky! ſhe . as I could wiſh, to 
give 


18 Taſte of beet Rerenge. 


„ 


Sm,” Dear to my Sight, and Daggers to my 
eart ! 
frſaces in the dreaded Vultur's Claw | 
be Ment, Eyes, or inward turn your Streams, 
Nor with your Weakneſs aid the Traytor's Joy. 
Nican. . , as the Pleaſure af the directs, 
four Pris ner to the Caſtle; tis not fit 
he Court be tainted longer with his Crimes. 
Sem. Inſulting Inſtrument of ill-plac'd 
Would my miſguided. Father pra to view 
be . Traytors Eyes his Fame and Empire's 
ate, 
This Doom had been xeyers'd, theſe Bonds that 
hold, 
To the diſhonour'd King s eternal Stan, 
Fe This 


Per! 
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This Prince the firſt of his Confederate Friends, 

With Juſtice had enclos'd another's Limbs ; 

I had beheld the proud Nicazor's ſelf, 

Curling the Sentence that he now directs. 
Nican. Madam, this Virtue of a Lady's Love, 

May mitigate the crime of Diſreſ pect 

To your great Father's wiſe — no doubt, 

The King, er, will applaud y__ Choice: 

But I muſt beg you will — 

That now obeys his Orders, and 4 divides 


Tl 
lo 


Troni- 
Such ſpotleſs, Filffionsy and deſerving 2 cathy. 
Flames. 


Ar Oh Hypeerite ! Oh Gowars! well thou 
know 'it, 
In thy ſucceſsful Guilt thou hand'l ſecure, 

Or theſe vile Sounds of —4 blaſpheming Tongue 
Had been thy laſt. gen rous Maid, 
Scorn not this deſerted — that lags 
To ſcourge his Treaſon, and avenge thy Wrongs. 
Spiritleſs Daſtard, thank the winking Gods, 
When ſuch a flagrant Hour demands their Eye, 
They keep their * aſleep. Come bear me 

hence; 3 
Enjoy thy Crimes, "fines Heaven permits thee fl 
leave: 
Life is not worthahe Care of honeſt Minds, 
When Devils, like Manor, have the Fower 
To manage I their Will the ſhackled Curſe. 


[Exit Arf: guarded, 
Sem. Aon: Yes, yes, 1 come, 

To 1 thee from chy Chains, or ſhare thy 

> m; 

Thy Virrue, Truth, arid Innocence know 3 


And if I relpaſs, joy zo treſpaſs : 10.5 mo 


wal 


ANTIOCHUS8. 41 


Tho? buſy Tongues my Conduct may reprove, 
[own with Pride the glorious Crime of Love. 
1 Exit Sem. 
Nican. 1 miſchief is on foot; my Maſter- 
. „ 
te now to keep it warm: the blinded King, 
To heighten the Diſtruſts my buſy Wiles 
Have ſown already in his tortur'd Mind. 
Muſt be acquainted with the Son's Diſeaſe, 
Bur with ſuck ſhocking aggravating 'Terms 
Will I take care to dreſs the hore Tale, 
That boiling Nature ſhall not have the leaſt 
Relenting Bent to ſoften it to Mercy, 
Or ſtruggle for the mitigated Fault. 
ind ſee, he comes! but with a Brow, methinks, 
Would bode but blackly to another Cauſe, 
mntriv'd with thinner Avtifiee than mine; 
ut be it what it may, I ſtand prepar'd. 
hs 


at 


Enter the Ning. 


King. BI what a Bubble is this Flaſh of 
e! | . 

ke in every Sort, and all Degrees: 

hAervile Hind, that earns with conſtant Sweat 

Is homely Diet, is eſteem'd a Wretch, 

Ind as the Drudge of the Creation ſcorn d: 

onarchs ſhine forth a while in fairer Light, 

lt to their Coſt are taught the fatal Cheas 

ded, be more their Cloud of Sorrow ſeems remote, 

e more its Fury cruſhes when it falls ;j- 
thyMWicir Mis'ries come proportion'd to their Height, 
dif a Diff rence is in human Lots, 
te Value lies upon the Peaſant's fide, 
to having leaſt to prize, has leaſt to grieve. 

t now, each Proſpect that I took ſeem d fair, 
G And 


me 


hee 


» 
' 
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And all this Sea of Life one Cali of Joy; | 
And now a Worm is gnawing on my Breaſt, 
'That tells me, Peace of Mind dwells here no more. 
AY, \ {Seeing Nicanor.] 
Ha! here's the Fiend of Prey that makes my Liver 
A new Promethean Banquet for his Gorge: 
Thou Villain, give me, give me back my Son, 
But lovely as my Fondneſs ſaw him firſt, | 
'Thro? all the Whiteneſs of -unſullly'd Faith. 
Nican. I like this Tempeſt of his hurry'd Mind, 
It ſhews the Seed I've ſown have taken Root: 
If now the Curſe of Jealouſy is on him, 
How will he writh with Pangs unutterable, 
When he ſhall know the Sickneſs of his Son 
'Tranſcends the worſt of his ſuſpicious Fears? 


| [ Afide, 
King. == art thou mute ? confounded at the 


or 
Of thy own der lm Brain? Inf&nal, ſpeak, 
Make thy Aſſertion Gut, prove, prove him falſe ; 
Or if *tis in the power of human Search S 4A 
To furniſh Juſtice with a new Supply Mal 


Of unexperienc'd Inſtruments of Vengeance, Anc 
Equal, if poſſible, to all the Racks * K 
That heave an agonizing Parent's Breaſt, Toc 
Dooming and pleading, with alternate Paſſions, I lf ti 
'The Crimes'and Merits of an only Son ; Out 
'Think, * and tremble at thy certain Fate. ¶ Out 
Wu Thus charg'd, excuſe the Slave tha And 
| dares affirm, - RS, 
If he has cauſe to tremble, tis for you; To e 
If he is dead in Thought, tis your Diſtreſs N 
Impoſes on his Mind the honeſt Weight: le br 


The Inſtruments of Infamy and Death And 
In vain are threatned to the Man, whoſe Life Kall 
R only worn and valu d for the Power 
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t gives him to diffharge his Duty here. 


King. Trifle not, tell me he is guiltleſs; fave 
+ Thy Soul more Sins, and own that thou haſt 


] wrong d him. oth ; 
— Nican. You wiſh him guiltleſs, and Heaven 
5 knows how much 
| wiſh, without incurring Guilt myſelf, 
[ſtood a happy Witneſs that he was. 
Oh! Sacred Sir, I know th'.ungrateful Light 
d. ln which my forward Zeal preſents me to you; 
" WW know the Danger to unfold a Truth 
Too dire, too flagrant for a Father's Ear: 
| ſee by all your Actions, Looks, and Words; 
That you repent the Knowledge of the little 
| have already, with too honeſt Raſhneſs, 

{de WY Let wander — my Tongue; then let me die, 
the Stretch d on the Wheel, or ſteep d in liquid Fire, 
A willing Victim to my Maſter's Peace, 

E er he extort{Secret from my Breaſt, t, 

e Which known, will wring him like ten thouſand 
Scorpions 3 „ "Il. 
Make ev'ry ſev'ral Pang a ſeparate Hell, 
And never let him taſte Repoſe again. 

King. O exquiſite 'Tormentor ! Hell indeed, 
Too hot to be endur'd with patient Woe ! 
If thou art honeſt, quit theſe Riddle Sounds, 
Out with this Secret of ſo black Concern, 
Out with it ; thou haſt ſet me on a Blaze; 
And thou muſt quench the Flame or. blow its 


E, U . X . 
To end with ſpeedier Force the Pain it gives. 
| Nican. Shall the ſoft Fibtes of indulgent Nature 
le broke, as ſueh muſt be the dire Event, 
Md I the buſy vile upbraided Cauſe ? 


Yall you have reaſon to deteſt the Hour 
Thr gave you ſuch a Son? Shall this ſad Tale, 
4 G 2 That 


* 
o 
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* That labours for Diſcovery, drive your Horror 
To curſe your Being, and. blaſpheme your Gods, 
To throw: your wretched, Body on the Ground, 
And tear-your venerable Locks j in Madneſs ? 

King Madneſs !'thar: Torture is a State of Bliſs 
To the 1 7agance, la 77 7 here. : 
Nican. Ani yet, i&s of my honeſt 
MihdF - 44a 4 
This eee me to unfold the Scene, 
And this to throw an and pr Veil 
Of Secrecy before x. Oh my Heart! 
| Yet may this Son repent, and you forgive. 

* Oh! thar there ſhone the leaſt auſpicious Gleam 

| Of ſuch a Hope! but tis impoſſible. | 

Did he aſpire to Empire e'er hig Call, 

Ambition, pardonable Fault ! in time 

Mighti loſe its Luſt, or Empire loſe its Charms. 

But when from Beauty he derives his Crimes, 

And lifts his impious Heart to ſuch Choice, 

Who dares preſeribe the Cure? I can no more. 

King. vn doſt thou ſport upon my Torments 
thus? | 

What Choice, what Love? Is Beauty his Diſeaſe? 

Where ſhines the high-priz'd Idol of his Heart? 

Can all our Empire bribe her to his Wiſh,” 

/ We give it for his Cure 

| Nican. Since then my al 0 15 
Will force 2 from me Which your ſharpeſt En- 


Should be 2 d an ag to do in vain, 
The Cauſe of all his guilty Paſſion ſhines 
Within the Circle of Selewcns* Arms, 
Stratonice And now the fatal Secret 

Is burſt, with all its Horrors, now reqite 
Which way you pleaſe the ſtrict Integrity 
T hat drove me to a Task ſeyere as this. 
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| fear, alas! your Senſe of ſuch a Wound _ : 


Will evidence too many flagtant Proofs, 
To doubt my Faith ; or nd oh app Tale 


Should farther be explain d. | 
King. I thank you, Sir, 1 th N * . 

By the immortal Gods, Rear! thank your. 1 

Why, what an able Pillag to a Throne. 8 2 


s ſuch a Stateſmgn ? You have probe d ba 
Thro*” which our Empiregtoati in d: eee 


Fear ſt thou I won't believe? This Hour then try; 
Mark my Revenge, and tel thy Fears they he. 
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ACT V. SCENE I. II 
Stratonits and Imenc. | 
[ra * | 
HY will your Heart thus fight againſt 
1 itſelf? © © 
Oh why is this Apartment of Deſpair 
Your melancholy Choice ? Shun, ſhun, this Place : 
Seek you repoſe of Mind? you wander wrong; 
Here moſt you loſe the Comfort you explore : Th 
Let not the Prince's Preſence more enflame M. 
The Wounds which you can only hope to cure i 


By ſeeing him no more; reſolve on that, 
Forget his Bains, and you may loſe your own. 
Strat. My Cure, Imene, is already fix d; 
My Virtue has preſcrib'd the great Receipt 
To finiſh my Diltreſs, but not the Power 
To drive the Prince's Torments from my Mind, 
Or combat with a Soul, that pants to ſee 
The Cauſe of all its Ruin once again. 
Yes, yes, I will indulge the horrid Jay 


, -& * 3» 7 f 
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Of one laſt Agony, one paing Fe Pang ; wel, 
are 


One Look of Anguiſh, and.a 
Ine. The Gods forbi 1 
Reſolve ſo juſtly, — 410 bravely — 2 


And Innocence will ſure.acquit me _ 
Since I'm reſolv'd, ſince thus fix my 
2 
Strat. Oh! — the 
On virtuous Dots with 
And aid the glorious Purpoſe A 
I want their Aid. e | 2. * 


To part from him, and my own Liſs 

eli AE 
Will own the Gita via feet . 
The dreadful T ryal comes! I cannot bear it; 


My Reſolution 7 at his Approach, 
And every Nerve in rebellious Strife. 
Enter Antiochus: 
po looks ftedfaſtl ſome — the Queen ; in 
nf the mean while the King and Nicanor enter on 
the other fide of the Stage, at the upper End.] 
air Nican. Ha! [arts 
ce: King. Wherefore doſt thou ſtart ? what Griefs 
; haſt thou ? 
Thou haſt no Son, Antiochus is mine, 
My bitter Age's Puniſhment alone. 
Nitan. _ evil Dzmon this way led our 
eps? 


Let me entreat your Majeſty, retiraʒ 
Behold your Queen ! your Son ! you muſt not ſtay 
A Witneſs to an Interview like this. 

King. Is't poſſible ! Is Hell then fo induſtrious 
To fave its Agent's Credit by this Proof? 
And is it not, ye Gods, Curſe ſtrong enough, 
Iknqw I have a Son, and know him talſe ; 
But I maſt feel the Puniſhment of knowing it, 
Heighten'd 


1 © 


y 6. | 
Ano 3] © H Us; 
* Heighten'd by this mack” d Willain* s boaſtful Sex 


ol 


vice? 
Black Hypoorit "Foul! Son l moſt etched King! If 
Ant, I have conte(s'd wy Crive, yer {ill perfil; Wt 
I have why on of che & and you; But 
Yet every t of det d Frm "4 5 

Still Lark urs to deſerve it leſs. 
I know I ſtab the very Heart of Narbre; The 
I fix Damtation, when my. venomd Breath " 
ou 


Is loaded with the guilcy Tale of Love; 
Of Love! to whem; ye Powers ? a Father's Wife! f 
Can you forgive me? No, you cannot, ſhall not, 9 f 
I never can myſelf; III ſpare the Gods 
Their feeble altice, and inflit my own. 
Strat. I come not to upbraiggou with a Guilt, 
Your Boſom did not © of its Cho incur ; 
I know your Virtues, and I grieve to ſee 
Thoſe Virtues thus abus d, and 1 © Cauſe. 
I come to bring you now the Wreteh's'Alms, 
Condoling Tears, and een Woe; 
I come to pity you, an curſe m ſelf. 
Ant. Surprize! * "amazing Sound 
again: | 

You ſay you come to pity ! pity whom 7 
The impious Rival of your Husband's Bed ? 
No, Madam, I muſt prove ungrat&>al now, 
And hold condemn'd ybur-unaccepted Goodneſs; 
That Med'cine feeds like Oil, expiring Flames, 
And kindles Wretchedneſs to new Defires. © 
Would you'do Juſtice to yourſelf, or me, 

| To your great Husband's, or your own Renown, 

of Look on me as an Outcaſt of the Earth, 

Diſtigguiſh'd for the Rankneſs of my Guilt, 
And hunted from the Herd of common Men, 
My Species“ Scandal, and my own Difgrace : 
Think, too forgiving Innocence, Oh ! think, 
Accurſt, forlorn, and deſperate, as I am, 


Was 


\ ©. 
An ristuue 


Was it e'en e Soul could know * * 


Relief from ſuch a Balm, by hy 155 . 
l ſwear my Torments ſhould co 


rer take a Rel ite g N Sud 
but at the deal «i 225 
Strat, Ol Sir! hte nd ra 
curſt, 
Then tell me What is ſhe, what m 
from whoſe mall Poiſgn- 


ſour Miſeries drew their] Bipetr? 
1 Wb fertile of nher Wich yet a "oth 
. ſwall its mighty Miſchies to atone ? | 
" {Wlou would not tal e my Pity, gen rous Sir; x 
e then more gen rous 12 l, and Pee me yours, 
ind judge, Wi . 
Sufficient want md T7 6wn Þ m mad, 
ind mad on your a6 unt; r Pangs, your Gr 
Vring from me this Confe 
Ant. Let feel Siifferers and eas Crick * 
limit a ſervile Partnerſhip in Woe © 
rit from my Sorrows, 
amquet to myſelf, 


[will extract this 
o take the dread | 
Thom do I hold this Sue Fraretie with > « 

I this ſad Time I gaze upon your Eyes, 

swallow Sul bag, and 1 ſwim in Fire. 

Have you no H and, or no Father I? 

ho Ker behold us thus; dad think we had ? 
Strat. : Wy ſo, my "FN ern for dar 


hen ſinning on „Th. Unhappy ay complain; ; 
ind we, ri fure, haye Privilege = 
that may be a Plea. . 
_ Beware, beware, 
have no ce —4 Shadow of of Exeuſo * 
0 palliate the n ving wrong cd 
[he beſt of Fathers, ad noting you, 


id 


* * 


as 
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The whiteſt, as the faireſt of your Sex, 

| — the unfathom h of DeſtruRion. 
ou have ty, 1 beg you, Madam, 
o i e ſo, 
The Ob TY | 


ry 8 Ilave to ng on; 


I may bel. 
Thert fly N 8 —.— ſave your Virtue, 
Th ny 4 5 aint of gueſſing what 1 wiſh. 
dg more, my Lord, than yau adviſe: 
Theſe thr e fierce Aſſaults of hoſtile Guilr, 
I could not, d not ſſy, but dare reſiſt, 
This is the FTryal that my Virtue choſe, 
Ad let it the glorious Combat out, 
Till from 2 Tails jt riſe refin'd, 
And give its 9 5 the Stars. 
An. There Ft: Py r 
For erer wo Fair god 
While I. in i by Fir god 
Mrs ou by none bur Villains like m ie 
1 itt 5 Rage, and heighten Peherte 
Nofollow me, ie tea you better He 
And, 7 * noble Prbofs I am your Friend 
My — ample ſhall point out = Way, 
You may be 2 and ſpotleſs as 
And ſince I have my Care: with Era I own 
My Paſſions were as criminal as yours : 
When firſt your Tongue diſelos'd the dire "Effes 
Of your moſt impious Love, that very Moment 
1 found: we had gfchang'd our mytuaſ Ruins; 
I rav'd, T languiſh'd With the ſame Defires 
But I've refoly'd on ample Reparation, 
A moſt prevailin Penitence indeeg! 
Now, Soul, thy Loo? i is eas'd, no | mote repine ; 
Guile ceaſes rq be Guilt, when own'd like hin 
Exit . 
1 


me: 0 
= we ſwell in Sin, 
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Ant. Where am 1K dare Lt myſel 
And not commit high Blachen inſt 
Who, e' er it form'd he, wit 
Foreſaw its own Diſbree, - whis L 
Of everlaſting Woe, its c ir 
Of Life — d upon n: Where 
ve, Talk d ſne of Guilt? Impaſſibl ; whiltt ( 
Can ſhe pretend? I'll not allow * * | 
ſe: {Wy own black Boſom has ſp far . a 
It. Hell's ranſack'd Store, there can N. 3 
Fro damn one Wrerch beſide. | 


{King comes 7 Nicanor — 


Nican. 3 1 
no's Locks I find, 


iniſh ws 
is A. EE him! inc * r 
is Agonies i rej 1 


0 Dich ig og ws 
Now, Rhetoriag * eat AM te, 
nd I'll affyre my Hopes'complear Succeſs. po 
King War doRl then wur; 2 

Ate He Ling Exjbet hero} n 

Na. What Nicancr ought 
lat ſuch a Scene of 'Hbrro I. 
Nu fock Cine Thee oy ebb 


g ar ied for my Loyalty. 


= Kaos LO RI f 
8 . — 2 and "= 8 X 
en wi in mer, 

d ſend thee — it yy Gs 
ake this thy Monarch $ Preſent to thy * N 
[-C Stabs him. 
Ant. Mg comes this AR of Vielence and 
? | 
here points my Father's waken's Futy dert! 

[ Afide. 

H 2 King. 


I live, 
Heaven > 
Eye, 2 


nd, 


—— — * 


of evi-working Chance! 
105. r tis der, 
tis n — 2 how, 
ellection now is vain; 
Arbre Mak havg yer this Comfort left, 
B n in the inbagy of. Meir fry their en "RP 
0 a wink chend pire 
1 Ti much for Veng 
narch's Fart! 80 or, 
Le dreadful; agoni 
My. Son, why, pcak 
At tis. y { 
Thy Breaſt u 
I levell'd Gas at's 
Need I to doubt, 


The black, Qſſence, 115 mid. hi 

But tat rs Kt. ee 
Lacted as a 725 I Father ought ? 
Suppoſe thou hear "3 on 
Foul e Yona | 
Th. fengegnce | 
2700 


_” 

'Theſe = Ei Tymtiles of 

Orm *mabetray 'd; > 
'Thoſe Racks, thofe Scourges 

Tortures beyond Damnation, that attend 


The ſad Impeachment of my publiſh*d — 
it 
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King, Les, yes, no Wil, thy 


atial 
hy Father both its Witn 


11 
1 
2 


Not that my Soul can 
To ſtrive to ſooth yo 4 a 
Of your intended Vengeance: oo, Ir, 50, * 
This Weed, this Sandal to y. 1 House, 
ind Riyal of your laſt, wht join your 
Join to aſſert an,ingur'd Father's Cauſe, 
Dn myſelf-puniſty ead, that you ſhall own, 
Thro? all the Fr of your Wrongs, your poo 
The Glo * that Name his Lite has cancell z. 
King, 1 my vanquiſh d n on 
N Empire can ford, \ ar Beauty yield, 
aus endleſs Curſe 85 and large Draughts of. Woe, 
Obi my Anthchudt in this Embrace, 
ark all the urmoſt Rigour of thy Doom. 
still wear with Worth, r Honour, 
At once dhe Gods and . 
lat, 
That tore thy 
For all thet Loud thy Virtue ſtood, 
« - Nipy S. void, 
The une wt 
ne, Fill —_— more.equal Tears the Marriage-bed, 
Fin the f ag b Pridg 


ment 15 be c 

Or ſlacken by Delay the bafſſed 
This Child, the ed of Jour | your hays 

nd point out ſuch Severity of . Juſtige 

| WDiſcarded, ring Son, in Death retrieves - 
1 ® put in balance, r the Loſs of thee. 
here thee liv he Mos of Sou 
I've witnelS'd to t 1 
g Fl Reward 
here dechre Scleucus 
ice be chino: 

Whilſt I am Nor 


e. or conquering 4 myſelf, and blefling you. 
Kit Ant. 
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ad ro too ſevere ! An 
= Gan, my iſ np k beneath the 


ae 5 
tel 
How Ne ee reli racious 


ire, 


Tour 6. will 
As fatal toe, Deſpair ir before. 2 4 
Im pardoꝝ u, Ae too much 1 Securb of this, 
This one agſt Zee g, eis refuly'd I take 
This nob pportunity of of dying, 
Convitie'd the num'r@is of lengthen'd Life 
Have not one une Seek ho: ve me more. 

King. Tas piods Conflicgs bf thy gen 'rous 

| in 
The more they bid thee «ſh y Suff'ring's Cure, / 
The more demand it, us thy. Merit's due And 
Since thy reluctunt Honour is thy Fog, Wh 
Ter mo ryvind you there is ay we s Ant 
In Beauty's Arms worth living kit 
Take from thy Father's Rand, withou a Stain, To 
Life and Ftratonice, 8 * dur 
NDuer — | 4 
Strat, Stratonice !. what Voice k dri 


Of black Portent, whaggcroaking Note of Fate | 
Is buſy with that hapl&$s Name of Woe ? : 
ih gs work ſure, ind Ruin A Speed. 


d th* unequal Tie, 
re ee kind Divorce of ch: 7 


Antiochus, thou Loiterex, away, 
I'm onwards in m neyto the Stars, - 
And hop'd s FAfow-Travellvr,in rheg. 
King. What Net Act af Tyrior lies dif- 
is 
In the ill-boling Frenzy of your Words ? 


Strat, 


ia 
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Strat. A glorious an | 


ud that cen thy uſtcs hall applaud, 
* N Ages envy when they 
Md bonds 


| = "Pak haſt noe (rwenry th 
The di 


0 eee * 
* mound 0 precious Life? 


ede o wound it? no, 
I're 1 d it from an ge 2 Bey 
To ſhine in 


ppier Lights, purer Worlds. 
ious Brat 12 Wa ſts Life's breche 0 
Fram 
ha rich 


, al ro dy UA Fame, Bol 4 
| choſe this nobleſt Method to be free 
nee Deach alone oguld fut ous Guilt and Thee. | 
al by my Torments tas Ifls he 
EE yh rr te 


Whilſt Gods themſelves exiſt, ot des * 
Anſwer me, er n ou Eatth a aB > 


kit in all you ealth, 
1 Age ? 


To buy the 22 of 
Bur Boys are taught to weep, and Cowartls au. 


The injur d Brave make hend againſt their Wrongs, 
Rob = et of irs antici ted Blow, 


Krike for themſelves, and make their Doom their 
Choice. br ein to flab himſelf. 


That eyer wer feet -; 4. wy 


. 4: For ever blaſted Be the Eyes that ſaw 


The boaſted Wealth of the whole F Female Tels, 
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dee the 
h d Earth,” et] 's 0 


2 
5 Arms, i oi 
him from this faras 

5; Wes . 


rich Scen 
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Thy doubted Motwour ca 85 
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